Forthwith, hating hat and shoes he learned to do without both.
Uncle James was waiting for him at the foot of the stairs with that life-
giving voice of his and winning smile. After splashing water on his face
from the basin on the bench-—you got it by dropping into the cistern a
bucket tied to a rope—he was ready. His Uncle took him off to the barn.
The strange smells sickened him but he dutifully began milking as shown,
until his hands ached.
And that very morning he learned to look out for certain cows who,
feeling you come in beside them, would lean over and crush the breath
out of you against the wall of the stall. Beating them over the back with
the milking stool only made them push harder.
Milking done, came breakfast. Potatoes, fried. Fried cornmeal mush,
fried pork, green cheese and cornbread. Pancakes and sorghum. Butter-
milk, glass of fresh milk. Coffee or tea, but not for the boy.
No cream.
When Gottlieb Munch (for Mensch), red-faced, yellow-haired hired
man? would pour sorghum over his big piece of fat pork, he would take the
boy's appetite away.
After breakfast, helping Uncle James's wife, Aunt Laura, to feed the
calves. Teaching the darned, crowding, pushing, bunting things to suck
the milk by holding the fingers in the pail for them to suck. A nasty busi-
ness. And often a desperate calf would give the bucket a bunt and send
milk flying all over him from head to foot until exasperated by the sense-
less bunting and pushing he would lay about him with the pail to keep
from being trampled down.
Aunt Laura would laugh then.
After this, carrying sticks of cord-wood to the cross-cut saw, pausing to
run errands, maybe, if your Uncle saw you were getting the worst of it,
and told you to go. Then dinner. Boiled fresh beef, boiled potatoes, boiled
carrots, boiled turnips, home-made bread and butter. Jam, pickles, prunes,
sorghum, honey and green cheese, or pie or cake. Tea or coffee, but not
for the boy.
No cream.
Afternoon—holding the split oak-rails while Uncle James nailed them
to the fence-posts, hands full of slivers, going off to get the cows for the
first time, at five. Home to supper at six. Fried potatoes, as regularly as the
sun set. Home-made bread and butter. Cornbread, cornmeal mush and
milk, honey and home-made preserves. Fried salt-pork or smoked beef,
'creamed', they said. Milk.
No cream!
After supper, milking again.
In bed about half-past seven, too tired to move.
Again outrageous banging on the stovepipe, almost before he had really
fallen asleep.
It had begun—this business of adding * tired' to 'tired', and adding it
again—and adding it again.
And so, as it was that day with the eleven-year-old it was next day and
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